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JOE, 1might. see ou state oeccasions in Canada when, with his | a glance or a searce unorthodox pressure of the hand, for A

BY ALICE BROBERTE

We den't take vagrants in, sir,
And I am alone to.day,

Leastwise, T could call tlrs goud-man =
He's not 80 Mar away.

You are welcome to a breakfast— Toronto's belles, while thedashing officers were rusticat- | Nor did Mr. Wyld object to Fors his wife to ]
,gu“n};{;gf S b o i 3;;-'*;;*0*;‘;‘;;;*3&' ing and doing duty in the Dominicn. It is only too true | her home fggm a supper or ball. yAtgd 80 it ha that ‘_

Under the chestnut troe,

You're traveling, stranger? Mebbe
You've got some notions Lo sell?
Wo hev a sight of peddlers,
Bat we aliers treats them well,

For they, poor souls, are trying
Like the rest of us to live;

And it's not like tramping the country,
Axnd calling ou folks to give,

Not that I meant a word, sir—
No offense in the world te yon:

1 think, now I look at it eloser,
Youor coat is an armmy hlue,

Don't say? Under Sherman, were you?
That was—how mony years ago?

1 had & boy at Shiloh,
Kearney—a sergeant—Joe !

Joe Kearney, yon might a’ met him?
ggut of course you were mile npart,
He wao a tall, straight boy, sir,
The pride oi his mother's heart.

We were off to Kittery, then, sir,
Small farmer in dear old Malne;

1t’s & long streteh from there to Kunsas,
But 1 couldun’t go buck again,

He was all we had, was Joseph ;
He und my old man and me
Had sort o’ ﬁruwed together,
And were happy as we could be,

bright red coas, his three medals showed their glitter to
vie with the rest of the matal trappings of a British offi-
cer's uniform. The remnamt of the —th, with the Thir-
teenth Hussars, were stationed at Toronto. Their coming
had been quite an advent inthe city's annals, and the poor
civilians were ‘‘ nowhere,’’ a8 we say, in the estimation of

that these fellows flirted rately . they were determin-
ed upon haviug a good time in the ** beastly slow place,”’
as they chose to designate shis province of Her Majesty’s
domain. Toronto was full of pretty girls then as it is now,
(80 they were gloriously favored by opportunity, and it
' must be confessed also by the inclination of the prettty
ladies beside.

Edith Wyld had been married fully five years when she
met her fate, as she chose to call him, at Lady’s Ducie’s
“‘at home,”* where tiie lady held u little social court in an
old castle-like residence on Wellington street west.

Edith, very pretty and scarce more than a girl still, was
;her ladyships’s especial pet. For Edith wasin the very

upper set—she was an officer’s daughter, her mother’s
blood was good, too, for had she been & boy she would
' have been an English earl. But more than these, Edith
| had charms hcsige to recommend her. She played and
csang all the English songs to perfection—not forgetting
‘* The Brook™ and ‘“Break, Break,”’ which not to know
proves one’s seif not an English girl. She was comme il
Jaut in all ladylike empl t, point lace and queen’s
work, and, moreover, talkem&y in a well-bred languid
stile, eminently adapted for the period of time between
when begins that sopovific influences of & well-laden ali-

into the drawing-room.
Lady Ducie brought him to her.
‘*Edith, my dear, Licutenant Forsyth, of the —th Lan-

mentary apparatus after diiner and when tea is brought |

Lady Ducie was a roc® of integrity herself, and would
have frowned down any married lady who flirted indecor-
ously.  Mr. Wyld did not care for all this gayety ; but was
willing that his young wife should go ‘and e hemelf.
He bad ﬂwmheuqmsionofhnmiam and pronounc-
ed Lady Ducie “a remarkably fine woman, jove.”

| Forsyth felfhimself privileged to be sentimental one
| after discovering that he had met Edith cn one on
years before,
. ““Can younotrecall it? I canneverforgetit. I thought
| you were a young girl fresh from a convent, tasting Paris-
| :;2 sweets f?r@e first time under the pofa
m mpa.] ¥ # L]

, Fors*‘t.h caught her hifnd to lend emphasis to his ques-
(tion. There was no ohe near them, and they were

- Lng in the crimson silk curtains of a bay-window at her
ome,

. Edith did not withdraw her hand, as she should have
| done, but blushed.

1 it;:'l think I remember seeing youn before ; but where was
‘“ At the Elysee, have you forgotten the ball that night #*
“I wason my wedding tour. [ doremember you now, "

tand she was about to look a tender glance in return

his own, when the words “w tour” made an echo

nwharwduvdherﬁomhehﬁglé:h the rest
'of his call.  And if Edith had had s hing beside her so-
| ciety duties to en, her time, some little chubby face to
' wash and kiss some little one to make dainty linen for, Satan
| would have found her’s top “hands 'to fill with his mis-
chief; but no babdv had been in that large square
brick dwelling, and no tiny cradle of delicate white and
' soft-toned blue wu an air of sweetness to the appoint-
| ments of Mrs. Wyld’'s pretty chambers
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1 wasn't & lookin® for trouble cers. Mrs. Wyld. Li » - :
ible war begun, s. Mrs. Wyld, Lieutenant Forsyth. Edith sat by the fire in her room in uteutl, with
ADAT wreeticd for grace to be S19 Edith bowed with indifferent ‘ﬂwa, and he inclined his | 3 tasteful ﬁmunshaﬁrmm f:o}:::hr:brlght glow
To give up our only son. head deeply ; it was not until she had waltzed with him, | of the coals, Her handsiay 1 her lap listlessly, and scarc
Well, well, ‘taint bo use o' talking, and after she had yespo to Jals reanest mn;m.wmmﬁ ks TiAAL STIAAD b PrOvATSS Of -
yold man said, saiy : that she discovered whi was turning the music for her | being engaged upon since lmeheon. It was after 3 ¢’clock.
“The Lord loves a willin giver;"”

And that's what I tried o be.

that there was some excusé for Toronto running wild over

' Buch a stupid day ! another stupid hour to kill and then

the soldiers. There was something very nice and charm- | it would be time to dress for dinner and her husband’s re-
ing about them. **So different you know from the others.” tuim. To look at her face one might have thought the

ieutenant Forsyth was hardly doing military duty at | sad expression there was caused by some secret sorrow,
this time ; he wason a leave of absence from his regiment ' such as wear worthy women's hearts to the grave some-
at home, and had under his guardianship Fred Campbell, ' times. But, with no real trouble, an imaginary one will
his cousin and the son of an English ear], the same earl often suffice. She was pitying herself for her blight:d

Well, the heart and the Sesgh ara rebels,
And hev to be fought witn grace ;
But I'd given my life - yes, wililn'—
Ou look on my dead Loy's face,

Take eare, vou are spillin’ your tea, =ir,

Poor soul! dou'tery: 1'm sure
You've had a wood mother somelime—
Your wounds, were they hard to cure?

Andersonville! God help you!
Hunted by dogs, did you say!
Hospital ! cragy, seven yeurs, sir}d
1 wonder you're living to-day.

1'inthankful my Joe was shot, #ir,
* How do you know that he died "
"T'was certitted, sir, by the surgeon;
Here's the lester, and—"" maybe he lisd !'

We!l, I never! you shake ke the ager.
My Joe! there's his name and the date;
“ Joe Cearney, Tth Maioe, sir, & sergeant—

Lles here in a critical siate—

Just died—=—will be huried to-morrow—
Can’t wait for the parents L0 ¢ome,”

Well, I thought € had ieft us that hour,
As for John, my poor man, he was dumb,

Didn't speak for & month to the neighbors,
Soarce spuge o & week, sir, to me:

Never been the samo man s nee that Monday,
They brought us this lewer you see.

And you were from Maine ! from old Kittery z
What time o the year did you go?
1 just remember the fellows
'hat miarched out of town with our Joe,

Lord love ve! come into ths house, sir:
It's ettin' too warm out o° door.

i rd wa you'd been gone ior 4 sojar,
1'd taken you In hereatore,

Now make yourself easy. We're hambler,
We Kangas folks don’t go for show, —

8it bere—it's Joo's chalr—take your hat off;
QOall father!” My God! you are Joe!

-

Aid from Dreamland.
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Heow Rdith Wyld was Saved from a Great Sia.

A Canadien Story.

There must have been an angel praying for Edith Wyld
then ; & time, many years ago, when she fell into great
, or at least into what might have been temp-

haviog decided that rustieating for a year or more was
what his son particularly needed.

Campbell was many years younger than Forsyth, and
he looked up to this latter with an awe inspired rather by
| his friend’s knowledge of savoir ciore and flivtations, than
because of the solid English university training with which
his uncle deemed him stamped. Forsyth wad the son of a
clergyman, the Rev. Reginald Forsyth, of Waldergrave
rectory, and not a wealthy clergymaa either, for the Rev.
Forsyth had only his name and education to give his son.
To his uncle, the earl, the young man owed his commis-
sion.  So, beside his brains, Lieutenant Forsyth Lad only
his handsome face and figure splendidly set off by his uni-
form to bring to market, Nor was it to the market mat-
rimonial that he brought his wares, for Forsyth could not
very well marry, unless, indeed, luek favored him with an
heiress of fair fuce and fair family, He would not marry
| a woman whom he could not passionately admire, even if
| she had money, and he would not marry into *‘trade,”
‘and the only rich women willing to marry handsome devils
| without a shilling were retired shopkeepers’ daughters.
| He had turned thirty, and having abandoned the idea of
| finding the rich and aristocratic heiress, he had complacent-
| 1y settléd down in bachelordom. Forsyth was interested
in Edith at ovee ; he did not immediately fall in love, but
| contented himself in pronouncing her a charming woman
'in his own mind, and admiring her at a respectful distance.
| As for Edith, she confessed to herself that she liked him
' very well, and then turned to her husband for his opinicn
‘of the new comer,

“ He isa handsome off-hand beggar, " returned Mr, Wyld,
' carelessly, and relapsed again into the pre-occupation firom
' which his young wife’s question had aroused him.

Edith fell to comparing the face of her liege lord with
yvoung Forsyth's, and the foriner seemed older to her than
| ever before, and one day when Forsyth, at her husband's
 invitation, dined with them, she coneluded that her guest
' was the handsomest man in the world, and after thinking

; this sofltly sighed, Forsyth seemed to vead her mind, and

looked full at her,wherenpon she blushed, and he tixed his
| eyes upon his soup, as if mulligatowney alone had charns
| for Lis eyes and was the chief object in life. Forsyth was

tem ) .
tation had she allowed hermind to rerrain many dayslong- not a story-book villain, only as Mr. Wyld had said, * an

er in the sickly chaunel of thought into which which she
had been insensibly, involuntarily led; a state of mind
o glance or ftwo, a pressure of the
fed by much secret brooding and the perusal of sii-

. ly, and worse than silly, novels,

'When Fdith was scarce sixteen she marvied with no in-
dflerence on her own part, and by the desirve of her parents,
an English gentleman settled in Canada, and in the civil
service employ ; & man much older than herself—almost
twios her ag:]-bn; one possessing the fine talents, the

locks, th, form, blood, and animation to such a
as to render all thisin some way productive of
many talents more. Edith's father was Captain Daglish,

who, with the t —th, had served in the Crimea and [

who had won his honors there right deservedly, as you

(oft-hand beggar,”’ who had been spoiled by not choice
'women's society, who lmd’ given hima an easy-going idea
of the rest of woman kind's vivtne ; a seltish fellow, but
' by no wneans a deliberately bad lot,
| "Lady Docie, with a small coterie of other ladies, equal-
1y well born, and, like berself, only residing in Canada
temporarily, gave a round of small and select entertain-
ments during all the winter. Every week it would be an
' “at home,’’ then a dinner party, a snow-shoeing and she-
] ning party, or a supper after the skating carnival
at the rink. Forsyth and his friend, and a baker's dozen
of other soldiors were the fashion that winter, and as Lady
Dugcie especially smiled on Forsyth, and as Edith was her
avorite, the two had many opportunities for im%ﬂoﬁs

| their soquaintance. For a long tme it never weat

life. She knew she had never loved Mr. Wyld, her paren s
had married her to him—practical, coldy parents, who
thought not or cared not if their daunghter was bound to
an uncongenial man for life so that she made a good match,
as the world deemed her’s. And after all these years of
quiet life to find that her heart was n®® one of the quiet
- ones, passively to receive the affections meeted out toit ; but
warm and intense, and capable of lavishing a wealth of
latent love on one whom she had met—too late, too late.
. Two tewrs trickled down her pink cheeks as she thus
ccommuned with hersself. Reginald Forsyth had whisper-
ed to her the night before, after he had kissed her hand -
| ‘O, Edith, why did you not wait for me ?"
' At first they had only talked vaguely of platonic friend-
| ship—at any rate Edith had ; and was one time brought
| to earth by Forsyth's sudden—even to him—ing 2

** But how are you to tell the difference botween jend-

' ship and love, my dear Mrs. Wyld, and when the one is
' becoming wholly absorbed in the other ?”’
iodith pondered over this inadvertence of her soon-to-
be-lover. All women know too much by instinet for her
not to have felt that it was called forth by some feeling
of his toward her. Reginald Forsyth, as we have said,
was no stern moralist, and Edith was a very pretty wo-
man, He found her also a very sentimental one, and
quite ready to believe what he Lalf hinted at to her,
that he had been searching for her face ever since he
first saw it at the ball atthe Elysee. She heard some one
breathe hard near her cheek aud she felt rather than saw
Lieutenant Forsyth by her side, one knee bent half in
love, half in homage, and he drew her slowly with great
tenderuess to his arms, .
“ Edith, my darling, I love you so much—so much.

Come with me, 1 will make you so happy that you will
never regret it.  You will forget everything, everybody
but our two selves. Why need we care for the world?
A few days’ scandal aund it will be over. We will have our
own world in our hearts, into which none shall intrude.
Come, darling, say yes." :

- Edith yielded weakly to his arms, but muttered some-

| thing about “*duty* and * honor.”

S hh, my quecn, bow little you know the world. Whea
a man loves a woman as I love you he will move heavea
and earth to get her. Duty and honor are nothing to him.
Come, dear.” and then be whispered closer toherear : ““ I
have a carriage below, don't wait for anything, or we may
be discovered. Edith suffered him to lead her down the
broad covered stairs into the hall and down the stone
steps to the dark carriage before the door.  Her lover
lifted hier into it and placing her on the cushions took
his seat beside her,

*1 have no cloak and only my house robe on; it is so
strange, Reginald—and why do the horses goso fast ¥’
“ So that they may not ovortake us darling,” and; he
stopped her breath with kisses,
They rode on and on into the road through the woods ;
the dull day was losing itself into darker night, snd &
| strange terror was creeping into Edith’s soul, lover's




